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of " Onward, Christian Soldiers," started by the choir of
Border singers, but the great concourse took up the martial
melody in a wave of sound, to the accompaniment of the stormy
wind surging through the trees.
The Rev. Professor Duncan pronounced the Benediction;
the pipes gave forth a sad lament; the Last Post rang out,
followed by the stirring call of the ReVeille.
Thus ended a most memorable funeral of a great soldier
who had inscribed his name indelibly on the scroll of fame.
He was accorded all the pomp and circumstance and melan-
choly grandeur to which his high military rank and his undying
achievements entitled him ; but at the end he was laid to rest,
not as a military leader of world-wide fame, but as the Laird
of Bemersyde, a simple-mannered British gentleman. Far
from the roar of the city camps of men, he rests in a soil
hallowed by history and literature; he lies among those of
his own kith and kin, in a romantic spot around which the
great Field-Marshal's heart strings were entwined.
Sir Walter Scott, who was interred in the Abbey nearly a
hundred years ago, in the " Lady of the Lake," sang what
now seems to have been almost a prophetic welcome :
" Soldier rest, thy warfare o'er,
Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking,
Dream of battled fields no more,
Days of danger ; nights of waking."